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The Wind 


I hate wind. It’s like an actor. In movies, it whips around gorgeous people who always seem to arrive at 
their destination more beautiful than when they began. It makes no mistakes, sends no one’s belongings flutter- 
ing into puddles, and always seems to blow the hero and heroine into each other’s arms. However, wind not 
tamed by the director’s camera is about as friendly as an actor without his capped teeth and inch-thick makeup. 
As I walked the few yards to the Pritchard High School auditorium, the mocking wind snatched assignments 
from my unsuspecting arms and sent them skittering down the sidewalk. It played amongst my mahogany 
strands of hair and whistled a jeering tune as I chased pages of precious math homework. My long, silvery skirt 
tousled my defenseless silk shirt. I shifted my books to my left hip and plodded on, my eyes studying the 
ground. 


Karen Williams 


Jackie Lewis 


" printmaking 


“Musk Ox” 


A Feast with Satisfaction 


One voice alone on stage, 

Quiet as a whisper. 

A choir together as one, 

Vibrating, ringing in loud harmony. 

A lion tumbling after gazelles, 

hungry, failing. 

A pride surrounding their prey, 

A feast with satisfaction. 

One finger fighting to lift all the weight, 
hurting, struggling. 

One hand, fingers united, each bearing 
some of the weight, 

lifts with ease. 


Catherine Traphagan 


A Rose 


Life for everyone comes and goes, 
And mine is like that of a rose. 


The perfect red petals not for my beauty, 
But for the love I am dying to share. 


I have those painful little thorns, 
For all the times I played hard to get. 


The long green stem, 
That got me nowhere. 


My luscious flowing leaves, 
Hang down in my pain and sorrow. 


The dark shadow I cast, 
Is for my guilt and all the times I said I am sorry. 


My long roots underneath the ground, 
Hold all the secrets I will carry to the grave. 


So the life of a rose is not as perfect as you think, 
But my lifetime of memories will never shrink. 


Melissa Ratliff 


The Ant 
I feel something tiptoeing along my skin. 
I look to see what it is. 


It is an ant crawling through the hairs along my 
arm 


It looks curious like it’s looking for something. 
I think to myself, 

Is it hungry? 

Is it lost? 

Is it looking for someone? 

I don’t know. 

SQUAT... 

It is dead. 


Chris Killgoar 


Wendy Buffett 


Unity Through Diversity 


Unity is the key to the future. 
Through unity, 

the world can triumph all odds. 
As a nation made up of diversity, 
We must accept each other as one. 


One is only different, 

If they believe they are different. 

In God’s eyes, all humans are equal. 

We came to the new world as diverse, 
But the world has made us one. 
Differences in race, color, or status, 
Should not be a reason for discrimination 
But a thing to honor. 


Where we start is not as important 

As where and when we end. 

The communities were built 

through unity in diversity. 

These foundations will help one succeed. 
The world will always remain diverse, 
But our minds should look past that. 
Through harmony one can triumph. 


Reena Mehta 


Wendy Buffett 


acrylic paint 


“Fruit” 


One Day 


Sigh the sighs of everyone before you who fell, 
Everyone that felt this love and ran, 
go back and tell, 

Never can I let you see what wounds 
you've given me, 

You say I don’t know the how or why, 
Now I feel what you have, 

and now I| must die, 

My heart can’t take this love, 

You can’t either, 

We were meant to be together, 

How can you avoid it? 

You feel it too, 

You don’t want it any more than I do, 
But this love is true. 

We are together in our dreams, 

We feel more than it seems, 

I love you. 

Do you understand, 

or do you have a plan, 

to make me hurt? 

Just be curt, 

I fell in love, 

That’s bad enough. 


Julia Flumian 
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Thanks to My Ex 


For the heartache you brought, 
For the arguments we had and the battles we fought. 


Thanks for not being there when I needed you, 
Thanks because you had not only one, but two. 


Thanks for being late when I needed you there, 
Thanks for being selfish and not willing to share. 


Thanks for giving me your back instead of your shoulder, 
And when times got tough the mood turned colder. 


For the cheating, lying, and being untrue, 
For the girls calling my house, yeah, thanks for that too. 


For the times I laid awake late at night, 
Wishing all of the wrong would turn to right. 


Yes, all these things have made me wise and strong, 
And I finally allowed the light to dawn. 


For now I realize that love is real, 
And in a bad relationship I don’t have to deal. 


I can give myself to a person who cares, 
And he'll return the same, since that is fair. 


So thanks again, and I hope you've changed for the best, 
Because, if not, you'll continue to be an ex. 


Dena King 
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Search For the Waves 


A downpour of emotions 

Lost in a state of confusion 

A longing to search the ocean 
Questioning her desires to be delusions. 


She now knows what she truly wants 
With a fancy to be free 

Her life is in its Renaissance 

To be detained by Holy matrimony. 


As the currents guide her soul 

No longer to be held by captive 

Death is now seen as the only escape 

It is the summer's beach and life is the dreadful city. 


Michael Ballenger 


Thirty Minutes of Natural Observation 


5:55pm-6:25pm 

I do not see any birds, but I hear their voices. They are not singing sweetly, yet chirp back and forth like 
fighting dogs. 

On one side of the sky there are large, fluffy cumulus clouds, and on the other, there are thin clouds, low in the 
stratosphere. In the middle, there is a patch of blue-no puffs of white are here. The shapes that are in the sky 
are shades of pink, purple, blue, and grey. 

Some clouds look like staircases leading into Heaven. I then think about what 

Heaven will look like-pearly gates, golden streets? 

Birds fly into the tree in front of me. Dead branches fall to the grounds as a result. 

A car zooms by, creating white puffs through its tailpipe. 

I see a tree far in the distance. To me, it looks like a sprinkler which fans water in all directions. 

For the most part, life is still-no wind blows. 

As time passes the right side of the sky’s clouds disappear, while the ones at the left get larger and fluffier. I thought-a 
storm on its way? 

Squirrels jump from tree to tree, and then scamper across the lawns. 

After I look up from writing, eleven small birds flap their wings across the sky. 

The grass is very dead. Little green exists, except for the sprouting onion grass that rises above the dead grass. 

The whole sky is clearing. Pink can be seen far in the horizon. 

As time slowly advances, I think about how cold I am. I wonder why I see no smoke rising from the neighbors’ 
chimneys. 

The wind begins to blow my hair in my face. The trees do not sway. Flag markers for street lights wave in the wind. 

I like sitting outside and viewing nature. No matter what it makes me think about, a peace comes over me. 


Melody Milroy 
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Sean Rademacher 


Watercolor marker 


“Liquid Wax” 
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A Candle in the Night 


You make my soul free 

From the restraints of this earth 
Happiness lies within you 

Your love has given me new birth 


You alone hold the key to my heart 
I've not the will to live 
If this cruel life forced us to part. 


Michael Ballenger 


What is this? 


They name stands alone 
As this frail insect body lies before me 
As though the dawn of a new day is never the same, 
This body is changed; it will never be the same. 
What is this? 
“Tis no longer four, but six protrusions 
That doth nothing but ambulate and detract thy concentration. 


And I know what this is. 

“Tis a dream? Nay. 

“Tis an apparition? Nay. 

‘Tis a sick and amoral reality that lies before me like a carcass of an unwanted feline. 
And I know what this is. 

“Tis temporary? Nay. 

“Tis hallucination? Nay. 

“Tis short-lived? Nay. 


“Tis the same reality that will always be my enemy. 
Thus, it is impossible that this reality and I could ever be amiable and placid. 
But, we will be belligerent and pugnacious 
Until this reality is expunged as that of a sunset. 
Oh yes, I know what this is. 


Mike Mitchell 
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This Man I Know 


I 

Sit in the back 

Of This Man I Know’s mid 1980's 

High yellow Bonneville, and my hands cover 

My face to protect my nose because the clouds of smoke 
From his Newports invade my nostrils. I am afraid of 
Contacting second hand smoke and that years from now i will 
Be rushed to the hospital due to complications of the heart, 
Liver, or kidneys. I think to myself, as “oldie but goodie’ 
Melodies flow transparently into my ear, that it will be his fault if I 
Should die at an early age because of his disgusting 

Habits and morals. 


Tanikkia Tyson 


Death 


Two years ago my best friend died; 

I fell to the floor in disbelief and cried. 

An unmarked revolver shot him in the head, 

A boy of 13, Dead, the paper said. 

A point blank shot took half of his brain. 

I ran to my room to recapture the pain. 

Hundreds of questions, problems through my mind, 
Hoping all this pain will fade away in time. 


Willie Mark 
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Fractured Fairy Tales: The Cowardly Lion, The Witchy Stepmother, and Alice’s Wardrobe 


“Mother? Mother?!” Take me to the mall. I 
have a date with Brandon tonight and have absolutely 
NO shoes to wear!” Alice whined. 

“Alice, honey, why don’t you wear those nice 
black sandals I gave your for your birthday?” Alice’s 
mom yelled from the other room. 

“Please, Mom, be serious. I might as well go to 
Walmart and pick out a pair of Keds! How disgusting! I 
NEED a new pair of shoes!” Alice flipped open her 
cellular phone and punched in 1-800-VERSACE. 

A young, female secretary answered. “Versace 
central. How may I help you?” 

“Yes, um, this is Alice from Beverly Hills. I have 
a date tonight, and I need a positively fabulous pair of 
shoes. Do you do rush delivery?” 

“No, ma’am, I’m sorry. You'll have to go to one 
of our stores. I believe the one nearest you is in Holly- 
wood Mall. Thank you for calling.” The secretary curtly 
cut off Alice and hung up the phone. 

“T guess I'll have to go to the mall,” Alice 
thought to herself. “Now where is my Mastercard?” She 
began to search through her cluttered room, throwing 
open drawers and cabinets to no avail. Finally, she threw 
open the doors to her wardrobe and began to dig 
through the bottom. She threw aside papers and books, 
old clothes and her pager. She finally cleared out the 
floor and noticed a hole in the bottom of her wardrobe. 
“I wonder if my Mastercard fell in here?” she thought 
and reached down into the opening. 


through a seemingly endless dark chasm. “Like, what 
happened?!” She continued to fall, in shock, past many 
things she had lost long ago. She spotted an old CD, her 
corduroy jacket, and her violin bow. Out of the corner of 
her eyes, she saw her Mastercard and reached out to 
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grasp it as she continued to fall. She had just snatched it 
when she landed in a heap on the ground. Shoving the 
Mastercard into her purse, she looked at the strange 
world that had unfolded before her. 

The grass was colored red, purple, blue, and 
yellow, and nearby, roses grew on trees. A row of houses 
were to her left. The first was made of straw, the second 
of sticks, the third of bricks, and the fourth of ginger- 
bread. She noticed a king, queen, and a parade of 
singing munchkins playing croquet with pink flamingos 
and, realizing that she must be seeing things, rubbed her 
eyes and looked again. It was true! “This is like, so 
weird.” Alice said aloud. “I must be going crazy or 
something.” 

“No, you're not going crazy,” a strange voice 
answered. Alice noticed a striped cat with a wide grin 
sitting on a tree limb. “Or at least not any crazier than 
the rest of us. It’s okay. I’m crazy, you're crazy, we're all 
crazy here.” 

“Well, whatever,” Alice retorted, quickly becom- 
ing adjusted to her bizarre surroundings. “It doesn't 
matter who's crazy, but do you know where the mall 
might be?” 

“The mall? I’m not sure, but you should ask the 
rabbit,” said the cat, nodding its head to Alice’s right. 
Alice looked down and noticed a very worried-looking 
white rabbit looking at his pocketwatch. 

The rabbit was murmuring, “I’m late! I’m late! 
For a very important date!” 

“Really?” questioned Alice. “So am I! A date 
with Brandon! And I need a great pair of shoes. Do you 
know where the mall is, rabbit?” 

“That's Mr. Rabbit to you.” the rabbit answered. 
“And no, I don’t. Good-bye.” 

“What a bratty rabbit!” Alice thought to herself 


as the rabbit hopped away. “How annoying!” she said. 
“That’s Mr. Rabbit to you’? As if!” She walked off, 
irritated, past the row of houses and through the garden 
of rose trees. She stopped to talk to a lion that was 
passing. 

“Excuse me, lion, but do you know where the 
mall is? I need a pair of shoes.” 

“Well, I-I-I don’t know,” the lion said, his weak 
voice shaking. “If only I had a brain, I could tell you. 
Why don’t you ask them?” The lion pointed at the king, 
queen, and munchkins playing croquet. 

“Okay,” said Alice. “I will. Thanks for your 
and she set off towards the croquet game. 

“Excuse me, your majesty,” she said, curtsying to 
the king. “Do you know how I can get to the mall?” 

Behind her, a munchkin in a green suit an- 
swered. “If I were you, I would...” The other 
munchkins chimed in, joining the annoying chorus. 
“Follow the yellow brick road! Follow the yellow brick 
road. Follow the follow the follow the follow the follow 
the yel—" 

“Okay, okay, I get the point!” Alice said, exas- 
perated. “So where zs the yellow brick road?” 

“Why, right under your feet!” the green-suited 
munchkin said, pointing. Alice looked down and saw a 
wavy path of golden bricks. 

“Oh, okay. Well, thanks!” she said, rushing off 
down the road before the munchkins could start singing 
again. Alice walked about half a mile, past the row of 
houses and the rose tree garden. She passed a beautiful 
stone castle covered in thorns and saw a little boy in 
green tights flying overhead, along with three other 
children who were shouting something about Never- 
never land. Alice finally grew very tired and sat down 
under a giant beanstalk on the side of the road. She saw 
a pumpkin carriage pass by, and she called out to the 
coachman. “Can I ride with you to the mall?” 

“Well, we’re on our way to the ball, but cer- 


” 


help 
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tainly, we'll drop you off,” said the coachman. 

“Yes!” Alice thought to herself, and she climbed 
inside the pumpkin. She and the girl in the carriage 
talked about their hot dates for the night, and Alice 
admired the girl’s glass slippers. A short while later, the 
coachman called to her. “Emerald City Mall!” 

“Okay!” Alice said, thanking the coachman as 
she walked toward the green glass door of the mall. 
“Have fun at the ball!’ Alice looked at her watch and 
realized she had better hurry. She yanked open the door 
and ran inside. She spotted the Versace store three doors 
down, and she grabbed her Mastercard as she rushed 
inside. Immediately her eyes landed on the perfect pair 
of shoes. She picked up a size seven and handed her 
credit card to the clerk, who wore very odd clothes and 
called himself “The Wiz.” Almost satisfied, she looked 
happily at the red satin 


shoes. “Just one prob- & 
lem,” she said aloud. a. 
“How do I get home? 3 
I’m already late for my % 
date!” 3 


“I can answer 
that!” said the Wiz. 
“Just slip on those 
shoes right there, click 
your heels together 
three times, and say 
‘There’s no place like § 
Beverly Hills!” 


“Alice in Wonderland” 


Amy Love 


Sarah Martelle 


Like A Sister 


She was beautiful, 
With milk chocolate skin, 


eyes like pools of coffee, 
hair like a midnight sky. 


I had never seen skin 

so like burnished bronze. 
What made her lovely 

was her difference from me. 


I loved her like a sister, 
was awed by her family, 
unable to believe 

there were more like her. 


Others feared her 
and couldn't understand 
that the blackness of her 


skin covered someone just like me. 


I loved her for her difference, 
and she loved me for mine. 

I refused those that would hate 
and learned so much more. 


Katie Lietzke oil pastels “Young Oprah” a 
Karen Williams 
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Two Friends 


You often enjoy solitude and peace, 
She is content in a throng of bodies. 
You are quiet, reserved, and observant, 
She is outgoing, ebullient, and perky. 
You come from a background of workers and laborers, 
She comes from a history of bankers and lawyers. 
You study hard, always putting work before play, 
She is a true procrastinator in every way. 
You believe in no ultimate higher being, 
She is devout in her worship. 
You have known poverty and hunger, 
She has always been warm and safe. 
You are withdrawn, open with only your close friends, 
She confides petty secrets in anyone who will listen. 
You are her best friend and major confident, 
She is your best friend and soul mate. 
You enjoy discussing anything with her, 
She loves listening and conversing with you. 
You like to walk in the neighborhood, 
She comes with you to run and greet everyone. 
Together you light up the neighbors’ hearts, 
They find hope in your friendship. 
Together you encouraged everyone to get to know each other, 
They have formed a close-knit and caring community as a result. 
You are white. 


She is black. 


Marian DiPerna 
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A Moment With Mrs. Campbell 


(Mrs. Campbell is the English Department Chairperson 
and teaches tenth grade World Literature here at South.) 


How long have you been teaching at South? 
“This is my fourteenth year here at South.” 


Who or what made you want to teach English? 

“T think that I’ve always wanted to teach English 
because I’ve always loved to read. As long as I can 
remember, the ability to live in the mind, to experience 
things vicariously, has been just a part of me, and I... 
want to be able to engage students in that way so that 
they can broaden their worlds, experience things beyond 
what they physically are in contact with, give them a 
challenge, help them find what they want to be.” 


Is there anything you wish that more of your students could 
do, or would do, or knew how to do? 

“T wish that more of them would understand the 
world that’s out there for them and would enjoy the 
exploring. I think in the humanities classes we’ve 
accomplished a lot of that. I’ve had a lot of students 
come back and talk about how much they enjoyed the 
discussions, where we really do probe, make them think, 
make them associate things. I wish that more could 
make that discovery for themselves, that it’s not just 
what’s on the page, it’s what they do with it in their 
minds. 

I don't think there’s anything more important 
than bearing your own children. I just see teaching as 
kind of an extension of that. There is a sense in which I 
see my students as my surrogate children, and perhaps 
that’s why I enjoy it so. I enjoy my children, so I enjoy 
the students. And I think that those years that I spent at 
home were not wasted, as far as teaching was concerned. 


But I think that they gave me a different level of experi- 
ence that has been helpful in my teaching.” 


How old are your children? 

“Oh, they’re all adults. They’re all in their 
thirties now. One is a writer; he’s had one story pub- 
lished. He’s also a great outdoorsman, and he’s just 
opened a new business that fits right in with his inter- 
ests- sells canoes and outdoor equipment, and he also 
does wilderness expeditions where he contracts to take 
groups out into some of the areas of the Southeast. My 
daughter is a teacher also. She teaches at the middle 
school level at the Northwest School of the Arts, here in 
Charlotte. She is, I think, more creative than I am. 
She’s much better at art, but she’s a wonderful teacher, 
too. I’ve had the privilege of teaching some of her 
students. My younger son is a CPA. He works with BF 
corporation, and he is heading up special projects now 
for them. So he’s doing quite well, too. And I have two 
granddaughters. My daughter's daughter is now a 
seventh grader, and my younger son’s daughter is a first 
grader. And that’s my family.” 


You said that you have lived in a bunch of places. What 
were some of the most exotic or the most memorable? 

“I think probably the most memorable was the 
three years that I went to Germany. My husband was a 
chaplain in the army then. My children were small. I 
had lived a rather protected life, a rather provincial life 
up to that time, so this was very, very different. The 
first two or three months were agonizing. But once I 
made the adjustment, not only to the military but to 
living in a foreign country, I look back on that as three of 
the best years of my life. I love the country, I came to 
love the people, and I have a great deal of respect for the 
military. I now see it from a totally different perspec- 
tive.“ 


So, is there any place that you haven't been that you would 
like to go? 

“Oh yes, the one place that I would love to go to 
England. I don’t know why, in all our travels, that we 
never got to England when we were in Germany. I 
would like to go back there. I would especially like to go 
up into the lake country, into the Wordsworth country of 
England. But I would also like to go to China. Since I 
have been teaching world literature, one of my favorite 
units is on China. And I would just love to take a trip to 
China, but I don’t want it to be just a touristy trip. I 
would like it to be (and I don’t know how I would ever 
be able to do this), but my dream is, that I could go into 
the country and take more time and just kind of travel 
and visit and see the people and see if they truly are as 
gentle as they are portrayed in some of the Chinese 
literature, because some of the most beautiful characters 
in literature I have found in the Chinese literature.“ 


So, is Chinese literature your favorite type, or is there any 
specific favorite book... 
“That’s hard. When you ask me for a favorite, 
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it’s very hard to say. I love Chinese literature, I love 
Indian literature, and I also love Greek literature. One 
of my favorite books is that Chinese Western. I love the 
short story, “How Much Can a Man Bear?” I love that 
short story because I think that the character of Guanji, 
in there, is so beautifully drawn. We're so materialistic 
here, and Guanji had nothing, and yet whereas we tend 
to whine so much and complain, he was able to go on 
with his life, contribute and make beauty, even in the 
midst of an awful lot of pain. That has to be one of my 
all time favorite stories. But I have others, too.” 


So, the character of Guanjt. Is that what you look for in 
people, strength of character? 

“I guess that’s true. I like that in literature; I 
like it in people. I’m not nearly so interested in every- 
body conforming to just a pattern. I like people who 
have courage, who have integrity, who are willing to take 
a risk on life and live life to the fullest. And I guess 
that’s really what I want to get out of literature. This 
year, one of the first vocabulary words I gave my students 
was ‘vicarious.’ I told them that literature gives them the 
opportunity to experience a lot of things vicariously. We 
can learn some things from literature. We really don’t 
have to make every mistake ourselves. We can learn 
from reading and looking at how people really do 
respond to life. We can determine what we want to be, 
and we can make our lives better by doing that. So yes, I 
guess youre right. That’s what I look for in characters in 
literature, but it’s also what I respond to in people... I like 
people to be what they are, but I like them to have 
strength and to be able to enjoy life.” 


Wendy Buffett 
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The Braille of Society 


In the perfect world, Braille is the only word read. Everyone is blinded from looking at the start for so 
long that the sun has risen only to blind our eyes and produce spotted vision that hinders our perspective of 
color. 

We celebrate diversity through choice, yet the only diversity not chosen-the one natural and true 
diversity, which should be extolled, is ironically shameful. How is it that our hearts and souls can dream of a 
better surreal place while our body is in this physical place so full of color and mystique? Is it not the place of 
our dreams only amalgamated? All the elements of the imagined world are there, but it takes the combined 
power of heart and soul to arrange the conundrum and overcome the bestial prowess of hatred. 

How magnificent the landscape of only one color, and how successful the chef of only one entree! How 
lowly the child of multi-ethnical friends! We should think not, but still it is thought. Celebrate the child who 
has not yet reached the age where so many come to fear the beast of color that taunts in the day. Celebrate the 
grown that has overcome their phobia. Celebrate the choice; read the Braille. 


Jennifer Martelle 
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Flowing Waters 


The River 
Reflects the disposition of the community 
The carved rocks, the effervescent minnows, the eternally flowing water 
All act in harmony in the quiet stream. 


The Rapids 
Conflict erupted in between the brotherhood 
The restraining dams, the churning white water, the steep waterfalls 
All act in discord in the treacherous whirlpool. 


The Reparation 
External benevolence has minor effects 
Only time and His grace can make amends 
Patiently eroding the evils of 
The River. 


Michael Ballenger 


Dreams 
Dreams are a treasure that we cherish for life! 
In which some people may see their husband or wife. 
Dreams are objects that we have on our mind. 


Some dreams are objects that we can never find. 


Aleah Busch 


26 


,PUBLIOPUOAA IOUT AA,, 


PIPOU poxtut 


27 


The Guilt of a Man 


In the eyes of man 

She shocked the world. 
When her forbidden love 
Was revealed with Pearl. 


Before all eyes in town 

She hid her lover's name. 
But as her love grew strong 
His guilt did the same. 


No potions nor prayer 
Could hide this lover’s sin 
For with each waking morning 


his pain began again. 


From the pit of his soul 
His motive was clear. 

His chance of redemption 
Would soon draw near. 


With his love close at hand 
At the end of his misery 
And with true love revealed 
Came the end of adultery. 


Michelle Love 
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Memories 


If you look into the past, 

You can see the things 

That shaped your life. 

Losing a friend, gaining a friend, 
Staying here, or going there, 
Being early, on time, or late. 

It was all the little things, 

That made you who you are today. 


If you could condense your memories, 
Into just one small box. 

And just put in one symbol, 

Of every thing that you have done, 
And every place that you have been. 
To look back on your memories, 

You could just open that box, 

And relive your life again. 


Memories of good times with your friends: 

A plastic ball from the McDonald’s Play Place, 
A “Do Not Disturb” sign from your hotel door, 
Balloons and other party decorations, 

Bent nails you all took for good luck 

During a backstage tour in New York City, 
Ticket stubs, brochures, and programs. 

These are all memories from your past. 


While you know you've had great times, 
You can’t forget the bad days. 

When you had way too much work to do, 
Or when you argued with your friend, 
And that long month you were grounded. 
All of these times seemed to fly by, 
Before you knew that they happened. 
But you'll always have your memories. 


Jackie Dautel 
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Brian King acrylic “Behind the Mask” 


Balance 


Our power-hungry world is paralyzed in the bleak foreboding shadows until the dawn light of the morn 
awakens with the lark’s melodious song. What is windswept and frostbitten is now joyous zeal as Nature opens her 
arms to welcome the sanctuary peace of the sun. But remember, when the commanding sun’s gaze peers around the 
bend, the moon will cower away into its shadowy realm from the sun’s superiority, knowledgeable in that it can not 
withstand the sun’s boiling flames. The relationship that the two rivals hold is one that can never alter. If one elimi- 
nates the other due to their eternal rivalry, the earth would either be frozen solid or boiled away due to their hate. 
Neither of them can be eliminated, for the were chosen for a purpose. They will be protectors of the world as the days 
continue, so they can balance each other’s power until the end of time. 


Nicole Storch 
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My Story 


They say, "Write essays on personal experiences. After all they make the most heart warming sto- 
ries.” Well, listen to my story and see what you think. 

Three years ago I made some decisions that will stay with me the rest of my life. They say when you 
are twelve and in the seventh grade that’s the time to have fun and explore life. So my friends and I would 
have fun. We had sleep overs and parties and got good grades, but that was old stuff. It was time to move 
on to bigger and better things. I had a friend who was also twelve, but she had a boyfriend who was seven- 
teen. She told stories of high school boys and all about her secret romance. Everyone would tell her,”"Wow, 
how cool” or “I wish an older boy would notice me.” But when she was not around, they said, “No seventeen 
year old boy is going to be interested in her. We all know the real reason he is with her!” And everyone 
would laugh. Now that I think about it, we all knew more than we pretended to know. He lived in the same 
neighborhood as us. We knew about his other girlfriends; we knew he carried a gun; we knew he smoked 
marijuana. And yet none of us warned her, not even me, her closest friend. I knew that they would meet at 
night when nobody else knew. I knew that he treated her badly. But I thought, “Is it my place to step in? I 
can't run her life. Isn’t a friend’s job to listen and be there to help someone after they fall?” Ha, I thought 
wrong. 

One day when we all had a half day of school, my friend decided to meet him. I told her I would 
stop by in an hour to get her, and we would go to the park. Unfortunately, an hour later was too late. When 
I was half way down the block to the house, I heard a scream followed by my friend running out of the front 
door. I saw him yelling at her from the doorway. I ran to her, grabbed her, and pulled her with me away 
from the house. She was crying, "he tried to shoot me!! He... He had the gun. He told me he had sold it! 
He lied!! He could have killed me!!” 

I almost lost my friend that day, and it would have been all my fault. I knew he still had the gun; I 
knew he treated her wrong. Most of all, I knew I should have said something long ago, but I did not. I 
thought I would hurt her by telling her. Instead I almost killed her by not saying anything. I know now that 
a friend’s job is not just to pick someone up after they fall, but to catch them before they even trip. 


Anonymous 
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Language Art 


Words create language. 

Try speaking without talking 
Or sending a message by way of 
A harsh stare. 

One word could mean more 
Than two or three. 

And no words could mean more 
Than one. 

A skilled orator can give a 
More powerful speech 

By not saying much at all. 

And an orator who says too much 


Stands the chance of being forgotten. 


So whenever you wonder 
Of what to say, 

Always remember 

Saying a little can say a lot. 


Reggie Lindsay 


Ice Cream Headache 


I want to cry the tears, 

But I don’t want to hurt. 

I want the millions of dollars, 
But I don’t want to work. 

I want the attention, 

But I don’t want the bruise. 
I want to love you, 

But I don’t want to be used. 
I want the buzz, 

But I don’t want the drink. 

I want the thought, 

But I don’t want to think. 

I want the wisdom of ages in 
the palm of my hand. 

I want everything in this big 
Disney land. 

I want peace and love and 
all of those things. 

I want you and I to be 

more than a fling. 

I want you to understand, 
maybe together we can. 


Julia Flumian 


To Be Noticed 


He walked on by without turning around. He kept on going without realizing that every motion, every movement was 
being watched, scrutinized, studied. How could he not see? 


She sat on the bench as he walked by. Was he right, was she really looking at him? He wished he could stop. He 
wished for one moment he could forget his fear and just tell her how he felt. 


He kept going. Why didn’t he stop? She wished she could run after him and just talk to him. Why wouldn't he at least 
turn around and look at her? All she wanted was to be noticed. 


No, he was wrong; she wasn't looking at him. She was looking through him, at someone else. Why didn’t she see him? 
All he wanted was to be noticed. 


Molly Arnold 


In A Box 


“What do you mean? Where are we going? Why now? Why?” There seemed to be too many questions and 
irrefutable answers. “Next week I’m going to Charlotte... I’m going to look for an apartment... I want you to have a 
better life... The city is getting too dangerous...“ The words of the illiberal Queen Mother left a sour taste in my 
mouth. There was no way that I was going down to what seemed to be the country to start my life over. After 
surviving my freshman year at Townsend Harris High School in Flushing, Queens, New York, I felt I had already 
established a name for myself. Now was not the time for my “better life.” Within a month’s time, we packed fifteen 
years of memories into cardboard boxes to be handled by strangers, men whose sole responsibility was to “get the junk 
on the truck and move out.” What may have seemed to be “junk” was worth more than gold to me. But why should 
they care? From that moment on, my past became irrelevant. My experience with the movers was only the beginning 
of many impersonal relationships on foreign soil. 

Perhaps I made the move harder on myself than it had to be. The power of the mind should never be toyed 
with. Being convinced that I would be miserable motivated my actions to make the whole world suffer along with me. 
Many opportunities slipped through my fingers because I became blind to doors opening before me. Rejecting 
chances to join youth groups, to audition for theater companies, and to continue my study of dance ignited the flames 
of pessimism. I kept all of my thoughts, interests, and input confined in my own cardboard box sealed tightly below 
the depths of my soul. This was my only form of protection against the strangers that dared to get close to me. I 
believed that this behavior would force my mother to move us back home. 

After only a few weeks of the silent treatment, I realized I was only punishing myself. The only person in 
control of my happiness was me. After this revelation, I reevaluated the source of my unhappiness. I was like the 
child at the pool party who complained of being bored but never jumped in the water. I couldn’t complain about not 
having anything to do until I took a dive into my new surroundings. From that moment, I decided to have control 
over my destiny—okay, maybe not my destiny, but at least my years here at South. Becoming involved became a chain 
reaction: first dance classes, then clubs at school, and finally student council. This reaction was catalyzed by my 
realization that only I can control my attitude towards a situation that looked bleak. A positive attitude leads to 
positive involvement, and thus my happiness here in a territory that isn’t so foreign after all. 


Crystal Muse 


34 


Unity 


The beauty of the ages reflect in your eyes, 
My soul reaches out for you, my heart, it yearns. 


Forever, I would be torn...... 


Between myself, and a dreamlike memory of you. 


But then, I was awakened. 


My Love, my dream, my soul, my life, 
My very essence, I’ve found in you. 


Protect me, hold me in your arms, 
Never let go. 


Together, we are one, 
Separate we are destroyed. 


Forever your faithful servant, 
Forever my Angel. 


Rene Whitlaw 


Youth 


Youth is the bloom of a rose 

That withers with time. 

Youth is a reflection in a pond 

That darkens with the night sky. 

Youth is a river that flows into 

The ocean never returning. 

Youth is the beauty of spring 

That dies with the coming of the winter’s cold. 
Youth diminishes when the morning dew 
Dries from the rising sun. 

Does Youth last long enough? 

Or is it a mere fantasy 

That passes with time 


Asia Pratt 


The Precious Few 


Voices, faces, smells, places 

So many memories 

Of so many things 

Bouncing around in our heads 

But some people have no faces 

And some faces have no voices 

Because they are lost 

Lost in the world of our minds 

Never to be remembered 

Never to be thought about 

But that is what makes some people special 
Special because when you close your eyes 

It is like the first time you met them 

You can see the reflection of your face in their eyes 
And you can see the sun as it shines on their hair 
And you can smell their perfume 

And think that it is the most beautiful scent in the world 
And you can feel the warmth of their smile 

And the soft touch of their voice 

All over again 

All this in the blink of an eye 

Everything floods back in 

These are the people you take with you 
Wherever you go in life 

Whatever you do 


Their memories remain 


Eric Olsham 
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I Am More Lonely Than a Cloud 


I am more lonely than a cloud 

in the blue measureless heavens, 

Than a raindrop collected on a dead brown leaf; 
More lonely than a treeless savanna. 


I am more lonely than a broken pencil 
too short to use anymore, 

Than the missing piece from a puzzle; 

More lonely than the last peanut in a jar. 


I am more lonely than the forgotten spoon 

dropped behind the stove, 
Than the old candy wrapper under an over-stuffed chair; 
More lonely than anybody I have ever known. 


John Lingen 
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Crackers & Caviar 


Character List 

Laine Santoro: Twenty-seven; young, established, energetic reporter. Wears a professional pants suit and carries a 
briefcase. 

Jeffrey Dobbs: Twenty-eight; hopeful, would-be reporter. Dressed for first day of work, carries a cup of coffee. 


Scene Synopsis 
Scene 1: An elevator of an office building, eight A.M. 


Scene 2: Same elevator, 12 P.M. 
Scene 3: Same elevator, 5 P.M. 


Scene 1 

The setting 1s the elevator of a high-rise office building with ninety-eight floors. Laine and Jeffrey stand side-by-side, neither 
looking at the other. Laine checks her watch every few seconds, and Jeffrey sips a cup of coffee. After a few moments, Jeffrey 
speaks. 


JEFFREY: (Noticing Laine’s watch-checking) Are you late? 

LAINE: (Startled) No, I just always run right on time. So any little thing, like the slowness of this elevator, could 
make me late. I keep telling myself that I should leave earlier, to leave time for minor catastrophes, but my motivation 
at eight A.M. is in the negative, so every day I rely on this elevator to get me to the ninety-eighth floor in two minutes 
or less. (She glances at her watch again) And every day it gets slower. 

JEFFREY: Ninety-eight? So, you must work for the newspaper. You're a writer? 

LAINE: Yes I do, and yes lam. (Extending her hand) Laine Santoro. | fill the large, eight inches of white space 
below the title. 

JEFFREY: (Conveniently ignoring her pride, shaking her hand) Of course, Ms. Santoro. 

LAINE: And what about you? (Examining him) Wait... you look like the law type. Wells and Wells on 76, right? 
JEFFREY: Actually, no. I’m just starting today. I... (4 look of agony and annoyance appears on Laines’ face) Are you 
okay? 

LAINE: (Grumbling) Yes. I just remembered, we have a new guy coming in today. I’m supposed to play baby-sitter 
for him. 

JEFFREY: (Almost smiling, seeming to enjoy himself) So he’s a rookie? 

LAINE: (Sighing) Apparently not. The E.C., Mr. Walsch, the editor-in-chief, wants him to work with me. (nearly 
gagging at the idea) 1 don’t see why. I’ve been handling the news for two years now! I’ve won three awards for my 
writing! He’s from Wyoming! What newsworthy events happen in Wyoming? He has absolutely no experience with 
big-city news! His biggest story was probably (Pantomiming a headline) ‘Farmer Joe’s cow killed by first gas-powered 
car to enter this state!’ 

JEFFREY: (On the verge of laughter) I see what you mean. He probably doesn’t have any idea what it takes to write 
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real news. He’ll probably show up in overalls and chewing grass. 

LAINE: (Smirking at the mental image) Probably. 

JEFFREY: (Feigning ignorance) What did you say his name was? 

LAINE: I didn't. But now that you ask, I think his last name was Dobbs. 

JEFFREY: (Extending his hand) \'m Jeffrey Dobbs. (Enjoying every moment) | always enjoy meeting my baby-sitter 
before we actually begin working together. 

LAINE: (Standing in shock for a moment, then fumbling in embarrassment, thinking) Jeffrey Dobbs... 1 am so sorry! 
(Rambling nervously) You have to understand, being a woman, it takes a lot of ambition to be a headliner and of 
course, as a reporter, it helps to be able to tactfully step on people... and the last thing a woman wants, after coming 
this far, is to depend on a man to help her, but I never meant... 


Laine 1s cut off when the elevator lurches and the lights flicker. Laine give a startled cry and clutches Jeffrey’ arm. 


LAINE: (Looking around warily) We're not moving. 

JEFFREY: Ms. Santoro? 

LAINE: (Urgently) Call me Laine. 

JEFFREY: Laine! 

LAINE: What? 

JEFFREY: You're drawing blood. 

LAINE: (Realizing that she’s still clutching his arm) Oh! Sorry. (She lets go. Checks her watch) Great. 8:02. I’m late. 
JEFFREY: (Cupping his hand around his mouth and looking up. Yelling) Hey! We're stuck in here! Call a repairman! 
LAINE: Who do you think’s going to hear you? Nobody’s up here. It’s eight A.M. They’re all downstairs waiting to 
get on the elevator! 

JEFFREY: It was worth a try. (Rubbing his arm) How do you type with those fingernails? 

LAINE: (Examining her hands) A good reporter finds a way to be both stylish and talented. 

JEFFREY: (Sarcastic) Pll remember that. (Noticing her hands) Nice ring. Engaged? 

LAINE: (Implying him) Nosy? 

JEFFREY: I have nothing else to do. (Trying the alarm button) Broken. 

LAINE: Figures. (Pausing, looks at her ring, a long pause) It’s my mother’s ring. 

JEFFREY: I thought I was too nosy for this story. 

LAINE: Like you said, we have nothing else to do. (Examining her ring) My mother gave it to me when my parent 
split up. I used to wear it on this hand, (Indicated right) but lately I’ve realized that on this hand, (Indicated left) it cuts 
down on loser attacks. 

JEFFREY: (Amused) Loser attacks? 

LAINE: It’s a term I generated at some point in high school. But for most of the men I meet, it still seem appropri- 
ate. 

JEFFREY: I guess you're disappointed, then. 

LAINE: Why? 
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JEFFREY: It didn’t work on me. 

LAINE: Hey, I apologized for insulting Wyoming. (In a bad western accent) I’m sure it’s a right nice place to live. 
JEFFREY: Since I’ve already made you grovel in apology, I will ignore that. (4 pause, he thinks) You would think 
only losers would flirt with a woman wearing a diamond. 

LAINE: (Thinking) True. Maybe I was just hoping to avoid all men. 

JEFFREY: (Surprised) Why? 

LAINE: (Both of them becoming more relaxed) | flunked dating. Or maybe relationships is a better word. I just seem 
to have an incredible talent for finding the most rude, crude, and socially unacceptable people, and spending my 
valuable time with them... I remember one of the first, I think his name was Richard. Are you sure you want to hear 
this story? 

JEFFREY: (Seeing her lost in thought) Do I have a choice? (She glares at him) Just kidding. Yes, I’ve always wanted to 
have a woman pour her heart out to me. 


LAINE: Don't push your luck. (Thinking) Richard was... 


The stage goes black for a moment. When the lights come up, Jeffrey and Laine are sitting cross-legged on the floor. It is four 
hours later. 


Scene 2 

LAINE: ...and the most recent was Frank. Frank asked me to marry him on our fifth date. And I was crazy enough 
to consider it. The only thing that saved me was two weeks later, when I found out he still lives with his mother. Not 
only that, but he calls her ‘Mommy’ and asked, in all seriousness, if 1 minded that she would be coming on the honey- 
moon! 

JEFFREY: (Amused and a little astounded) \s that all? 

LAINE: Fortunately, yes. That’s the end of “The Many Disastrous Loves of Laine Santoro.” 

JEFFREY: ( Finding no positive words) Maybe you're just unlucky. 

LAINE: (Ironically) Maybe I should be writing the gossip column. (Sti// in her own thoughts) | suppose I can’t 
completely blame men, though. 

JEFFREY: I knew youd come around. 

LAINE: Hey, I’m having a moment! (Pause) I guess I’m still waiting for Mr. Right to save me from the jaws of death 
and then proclaim his undying love from the top of the Empire State Building. And, of course, he is well over six feet, 
with dark hair, blue eyes, and muscles for brains! 

JEFFREY: I think I saw that movie. 

LAINE: See! That’s exactly the problem! I’ve based my idea of love on “Sleepless in Seattle.” (Pause) I think that, 
maybe, if I could find a man who doesn’t follow me around like a puppy dog, or try to impress me by balancing 
silverware on his face, I could forget about the tall, dark and handsome part. 

JEFFREY: Do all the beautiful woman in the world have this problem? (Laine blushes, this 1s the first sign of feelings 
between them) 


LAINE: Thanks, but I don’t know. 
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JEFFREY: Maybe you should try the Empire State building, or throw yourself into ‘the jaws of death.’ Maybe Mr. 
Right is waiting for you to act. 

LAINE: I'll keep that in mind. (Pause) No, I think he’ll show up in some place completely normal, completely 
random, when I least expect it. 

JEFFREY: (Taking a sip from the coffee cup, he grimaces) Yuck. I’m starving. If they don’t hurry up, this coffee is going 
to be my last meal. 

LAINE: At least you got a last meal. I eat breakfast once I get to work. And for some strange reason, I never got 
there today. 

JEFFREY: | think it’s getting hotter in here, too. 

LAINE: Great! By the time they get us out, I'll be starving and roasted to a golden brown! 


The stage goes dark once again. When the lights come up, Laine and Jeffrey are still sitting on the floor. Laine has carelessly 
pulled her hair up with a pencil and taken off her jacket. Jeffrey has taken off his coat, also. They are fanning themselves with 
papers from Laine’ briefcase. Its about 5 RM. After a few minutes, they hear a loud thump. 


Scene 3 

LAINE: (Wistfully) I guess you're right, I really can’t blame anyone but myself for my disastrous love life. (Pause) 
The E.C. calls me Caviar. (Jeffrey is baffled) It’s a hard thing to like, like me. You take a bite, and it hits you right 
away, ‘I love this’ or ‘I hate this.” And not many people end up liking it. 

JEFFREY: (Thinking for a long moment) | guess that makes me the crackers. 

LAINE: What? 

JEFFREY: You know, the cracker you put caviar on. If you're at a party, and you hate the caviar, you can always eat 
the cracker. Everybody likes those. 

LAINE: (Another sign of feelings between them) You do grow on a person... 

JEFFREY: (4 loud thump, looking up) Hey Laine, I think there’s a person up there. 

LAINE: Maybe it’s Mr. Right, saving me from the jaws of this elevator! 

JEFFREY: (They stand suddenly, stretching) We're moving! 

LAINE: (Horrified) We're going down! 

JEFFREY: Don’t be picky. We're moving towards freedom! 

LAINE: I’m going to have to walk all the way back up to the ninety-eighth floor! 

JEFFREY: Laine, it’s five o’clock. Work is over. 

LAINE: (Looking at her watch, suddenly impish) Oh. 

JEFFREY: Look, I’m starving, and I know you must be. (Pausing to gather courage) Would you like to have dinner 
with me? (Covering feelings with sarcasm) V'll buy you crackers and caviar, and maybe Mr. Right will be there. 
LAINE: (Looking closely at him, thinking about his last statement) Sure, why not? I mean, we have to eat, don’t we? 


Karen Williams 
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Second Chance 


when i grow up 

i want to fly 

i want to be a dragon 

have magical powers 

breathe fire 

reign supreme over the surrounding countryside 


when i'm an adult 

i want to be rich 

i want to be a movie star 
be mysterious 

be beautiful 

revered by all the world 


when i can do whatever i want 
i ll climb mountains 

ill ride the space shuttle 

travel the earth 

ride wild horses 


see as much as i can see 


watercolor 


Tommy Pope 


“Dreams” 


when i grow up 
{I’m nearing middle age] 
i want to fly 

{I have a 1988 Ford 

i want to be a dragon 
{I work in an office building downtown] 
have magical powers 
{I type data into a computer and go to 
meetings ] 


breathe fire 
{I rarely leave my house, except for work] 
reign supreme over the surrounding countryside 
{If I left today, no one would miss me] 


When I grow up 

I want to quit my job 

I want to leave the city 

Pack up my stuff 

Get in the car 

Chase my hopes into the world 


Wendy Buffett 


1998 Sententia Staff 
I am supposed to fill 
this space with things 
about myself. Well 
what am I you ask? An 
OXYMORON: brave but 
afraid, bold but shy, 
filled with knowledge 
but bereft 


Nicole Muse Lindsey Hollar 


Beverly Clark Somecka the Shy Hermit Crab 


To the Sententia staff: 


Thanks for all the hard 
work, the inspiration, the 
insane conversation, the 
fun, and for tolerating my 
insanity all year. It's been 
great. 

-Amy Love 


‘IM not saying we all ought to 

misbehave - we just ought to 

look as if we could.” —_-Oscar 
| Wilde 
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~But Gina did nothing with what 
she’d found - thousands of grains 
of white sand. On the way home 
they had slipped from her fingers 
...and trailed right out of her 
hand. 


Jessica, Jennifer, Amy, Lindsay, 
Bev, Kelly, and crazy Nicole -- 
CARRY ON! Wendy (my 
muse!!!) Ill miss you next year! 


5) Mrs. Miklos for President!!! 


Copyright 1998 Sententia 
Regina Robinson 
Kelly Flaviani 
A single being brought 
to life by a ray of light 
filled with 


miss you, Wendy and 
Gina! 


1998 Sententia Staff 


Sententia the Magic Hermit Crab 
Wendy Buffett 
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Jennifer Gulish 
Jessica Ambrose 


Many thanks to the wonder- 
ful Sententia staff. It’s been 
a joy to work with you all... 


Amy, Jennifer, Kelly, Gina, 
Wendy, Nicole, Beverly, Lind- 
say, and Mrs. Miklos! 


-Jessica :) 


Moments 


The smell of your cologne brings sadness to my heart. 

The sight of your eyes brings great loneliness. 

I long for every moment shared, 

The moments when nothing could go wrong, 

Those precious moments when you were mine, 

When you held me in your arms and said you’ never leave, 
All of your countless ‘I love you’s and empty promises. 

I wish I could be in your arms and kiss you one last time. 

I wish I could say goodbye. 


Allison Maul 


Julia Flumian 


Patrons and Thank-yous 


The staff of Sententia appreciates the contributions of our patrons. 
Without them, this magazine would not be possible. 


Terry Baucom 
Jerry Berry 
Art and Nancy Buffett 
Virginia Campbell 
The Love Family 
Dr. James G. Knox, III 
Peter and Mary Ann Miklos 
Jennifer Prowe 


Herr Skinner 


We would also like to thanks the following people for helping us with the English Fair. 


Jerry Berry 
Lois Burkholder 
Joe Buonfiglio 
Virginia Campbell 
Mary Doby 
Lisa Estridge 
Elizabeth Gelgud 
Dr. James G. Knox, II 
Charlotte Hill 
Renee Land 
K.C. Latham 
Eleanor Robinson 
Gaetano Staffa 
Sid Sussman 


Charles M. Winn 


Also, a special thanks to Mrs. Phyllis Johnson and the staff of AlphaGraphics 
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